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she had heard some astonishing news. The door
burst open; all the men were there, Walter in
front of them. They were shouting and crying
out. Old Maria woke up, Christabel thought
the house was on fire, Judith wondered whether
Walter's wife upstairs was suddenly delivered of
a child. But no! Walter was roaring out:

* What do you think? What do you think?
Boney has escaped from Elba! Escaped from
Elba, by God! He's in Paris, and the French are
with him to a man! Esthwaite has looked in to
tell us. There's news for you! Boney escaped
from Elba! Whoop! Whoop! . . . What a
fellow! By gad, I admire him! Escaped from
Elba, by gad! '

They were all in a frantic excitement, even
James, and Monty Cards was crying out like a
woman:

' He'll be in London yet! We shall all be
French before the year's out.'

Judith, standing by herself, beside the window,
felt the news run inside her like wine. That
marvellous fat little man, whose corpulent
shadow had hung over them, almost all their
lives as it now seemed, had done it again! Yes,
it was wonderful. He was a wonder. She
could see, looking through the haze of the candles,
all Europe in a hurry and a scurry, hastening like
ants, hither, thither, everywhere. Stiff and con-
ceited Talleyrand, and the sentimental weak
Russian, their own mountain of flesh, the Regent,
the old mad King, all the bourses and the shops
and the theatres, the country lanes, cottages,